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oiown to their familiars, successfully concealing
iven their sense of humour.   Some of our own
-ontemporaries have achieved the same result,
[uiet men with no impulse, and no need, to write a
ine which is not quintessential.   But there are
thers, journalists by profession, or propagandists
>y calling, who cannot keep out of the market-
lace, and forfeit respect because of the very
.allness of their humanity and the very com-
prehensiveness of their zest for life.   Mr. Chester-
ton is one of these.

His poetry, as it were, has been hidden by the
dust he has raised. And beyond that, it has not
been well presented. His admirers have had to
look for it in a dozen small scattered volumes, and
in the files of old newspapers. Here at last it is all
brought together: all that is, except the latest,
and not very important, little collection. The
publisher, who must have been involved in a
great labour of negotiation, is to be congratulated
on bringing together 350 pages of verse from such a
variety of sources, and on the imagination which
made him wish to publish the book. Better
printing, as regards type, space, and impression
would have been welcome; so also a table of
contents at the beginning: in future editions, of
which there must be many, the physical defects of
the book may be remedied. The fact remains that
we have here, in the intermittent work of an
unflagging publicist and man-of-letters a body of
good, and diversely good, work which would
suffice to make reputations for a dozen small
dedicated poets, and a body of less good verse,
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